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Foreword 


It’s been a long year and a half since I first started this project, and even in its ups and 
downs I cannot thank everyone who contributed enough. There were times when my own 
life got so far in the way that I didn’t think this zine would ever be done. And if it hadn't 
been for everyone's help, it may have never been completed. 


I've been a fan of the Slenderverse for several years now, and it has always been the 
community that has brought me the most happiness. I love being a part of such a vibrant 
group of fans, and that is what drove me to create the Slenderverse Zine. And the 
community came through in such unbelievable ways; every artist and writer in here is so 
incredibly talented and has been so wonderful in the whole process. 


I want to thank everyone who made this possible; Ren pushed this project back to life 
when it had faded into the background of my life. Carassius compiled the files and got me 
in gear to get this project finished. Every single artist and writer put their time and effort 

into making this a reality. Mars helped me first create this project. And I want to thank 
you, every person who has supported this and helped bring this dream to reality. 


Thank you, and Happy Halloween. 


Mod Red 
(@industrialcatholicbugcore) 
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ANNIVERSARY 


Writer: Reese 


It had been over ten years since the first video was uploaded. And it was a little over five 
years since the video of Jay getting shot was uploaded. Tim was uncomfortably aware of 
both of these facts. 


In the ten years since this whole mess had begun, and in the five years since it had 
ended, Tim had managed to survive. He wasn’t thriving, but he was surviving alright. 


When things had originally ended, when he had said goodbye to Jessica and to every last 
shred of that part of his life, it was nearly every day he thought about what had happened. 
But as time went on, as the horrors of those five years became more memory than reality, 
Tim thought of it less and less. He didn't forget — he never would forget what he had 
witnessed and what he had done — but he was able to move on with his life. 


Well, for the most part. 


As a rule, Tim didn't let himself get close to anyone now. He had friends of course, from 
work and from around town, but he didn't have anything more. He couldn't risk it. He 
couldn't risk bringing that thing into more people's lives. He was what brought it to the set 
of Marble Hornets all that time ago. He was the reason so many people died. 


He wouldn't let that happen again. 


So Tim lived alone. He had a nice one story house, in a nice small town, in the middle of 
a nice and boring state. It wasn't a very exciting life, but Tim wasn’t looking for excitement. 
He’d had enough of that for several lifetimes over. He was ready to live a boring life in 
relative anonymity. That was his reward. 


Tim wasn't completely alone though. He had a roommate. She was small, fluffy, could 
only meow, and liked to sleep on his face. Her name was Ravioli. 


Ravioli was originally a stray that liked to sleep on his back porch when it rained. After 
the first few times he saw her out there, Tim started leaving food and water out for the 
skinny cat. It wasn't long after that that she let him pet her, and one day she slipped inside 
his house when he had the door open and hadn‘t left since. He named her Ravioli because 
the first thing she did when she made her way inside was knock over a can of ravioli he had 
on the counter. He figured the name fit. 


But just because he didn’t think about the things that had happened because of Marble 
Hornets on a regular basis, that didn’t mean he still wasn’t given painful reminders every so 
often. 


Tim still had nightmares. They weren't often, because most of the time the sleeping 
medication he was now on knocked him out to the point where he didn't dream. But 
sometimes, something managed to slip through. 


He might see Jay’s death again, but not from the point of view of the camera. Sometimes 
he would be Jay, sometimes he would be Alex, and sometimes he'd just be a ghost in the 
corner. He might have a dream where his masked persona reappeared, and he would have to 
watch himself hurt his friends all over again without being able to stop any of it. He might 
just dream of the thing, standing in the distance, and he would know it was staring at him 
even though it didn’t have eyes. And every time, Tim would wake up from these dreams in a 
coughing fit, the taste of blood still on his tongue. 


Sleep paralysis was common now too. Instead of bolting upright when he awoke from 
a nightmare, he would be frozen. A cold chill would crawl up his body, and he would see 
things he shouldn't. 


He'd see Brian. But not the Brian he was friends with. He'd see Brian in that yellow 
hoodie with that mask over his face, running through his bedroom and jumping out his 
window. And even though he knew Brian was dead, he'd still try to call out for him every 
single time. It never worked though, his voice would be frozen, just like the rest of his body. 
Then, Brian would leave the room, and Tim would be left to the next hallucination his mind 
came up with. 


Thankfully the thing never showed up in his room. Dreams with that thing he could 
handle, but if Tim saw a hallucination of it appear in his room, he would definitely have a 
panic attack. 


Sometimes, a masked person he'd never seen before would run through his room. They 
would always stop at the foot of his bed, stare at him for a moment, and then follow Brian 
out the window. Their mask looked like a skull of some sort, and Tim always had a haunting 
feeling he knew exactly who was under that mask. But he never let himself think about his 
sleep paralysis hallucinations for more than a few minutes. They were just hallucinations, 
nothing more. 


Sometimes he'd have to tell himself that so many times over, the words lost all meaning. 
It was his mantra though. His lifeline. It’s what kept him grounded. 


Eventually, Ravioli would walk over and stand on his body, and this would always snap 
him out of his paralyzed state, making the hallucinations disappear. 


Damn, he loved that cat. 


Tonight was one of those nights. Tim had woken up while it was still dark, unable to 
even move a finger. He wasn't sure how long he was stuck for — it could’ve been hours, or 
it could’ve been minutes — but he saw both Brian and the skull-masked figure dart through 
his room several times over before Ravioli stepped on his face and broke him out of the 
spell. 


Sitting up in bed, he laid one hand on the small grey cat and ran his fingers through her 
thick fur, dragging another hand down his face. He sighed, fingers twitching as he thought 
of how good a cigarette would be right then. He knew those things were awful for him, so 
he was trying to cut back. At that moment, it had been almost four days since he'd last had a 
cigarette. 


He was trying to space it out so he only had one a week, but he really hated those damn 
hallucinations. 


Deciding it was worth it, Tim gave Ravioli one more scratch on the head before he pulled 
himself out of bed. He grabbed a cigarette out of the pack he kept on his dresser, and walked 
to his back porch. Sitting down on his patio chair, he pulled a lighter out of his pocket and 
lit the cigarette, before bringing it up to his lips. 


The smoke burnt the back of his throat as he inhaled. He was used to it after having 
smoked for so long. In fact, he relished in it. On nights like these, it was a reminder that this 
was what was hurting him in this moment in time, and not the past. The past couldn't hurt 
him anymore. That was all done. 


When the cigarette was half finished, Tim pulled out his phone out of his pocket to 
distract himself from his thoughts. He took another drag as he replied to a text a buddy 
from work had sent asking if he wanted to go to the bar after work tomorrow. Sure, why 
not? 


As Tim continued to smoke, he went to Facebook out of boredom. He never posted 
anything to his Facebook, the only thing he had was a profile photo. Social media was never 
really his thing. But he still had the account so people wouldn't bug him about it when they 
inevitably asked for it. 


He scrolled through the first few posts absently, not really giving a shit about what any 
of them said. But he paused when he got to a family photo of a husband, wife, and child at 
the zoo. Jessica had posted it. 


After he had moved, Tim had kept infrequent contact with Jessica. Mainly he just 
checked in with her from time to time, wanting to see how she was doing, how the 


medication was working out for her, stuff like that. But he also wanted to make sure she 
wasn't seeing that thing again. And so far, she hadn't. And for that, Tim was grateful. 


Jessica was the only one to truly make it out of this mess. Most of Tim had survived, but 
he knew a part of him had died when all of his friends did. Something in him had changed 
that was never going to change back. He had both witnessed horrible things, and he had 
done horrible things. He was never going to get rid of that burden. 


Tim stared at the photo of Jessica with her husband and child for a moment longer. She 
had moved on, and she was happy. And he was happy for her. Then his cigarette burnt out 
and he closed his phone. Standing up, he stubbed the cigarette out in his ashtray, and headed 
back inside. 


Walking back into his bedroom, Tim planned on just laying back down and going 
back to sleep, but something made him pause. Ravioli was waiting for him, sitting on his 
pillow and staring out the window with those huge eyes of hers. Tim looked to the window 
and saw something dark dart away, rustling the tree outside. It was probably a bird or 
something. Ravioli loved birdwatching. 


Still, a shiver ran down Tim’s spine. He chose to ignore it. 


Looking back at his bed, his gaze dragged over to his bedside table. There, he saw Ravioli 
was sniffing something he hadn't touched in years. 


It was Jay’s camera. He'd kept it on his bedside table, never using it, letting it collect dust 
ever since he’d moved there. At this point it was more of a permanent piece of decor than 
anything else. He always came up with excuses as to why he left it there, like that he had 
nowhere else to put it, or that he kept it there as a reminder to throw it out. But Tim knew 
that wasn't the reason. He knew he kept it there because he was scared that one day he 
would wake up, and he would see the thing standing in the corner of his bedroom, and he 
wouldn't be hallucinating. He wanted the camera so he could film it if that did happen, so 
he would know it was real. 


But looking at the camera now, Tim found it no longer made him feel safe. Dread curled 
up in his chest like the smoke he had just inhaled, and Tim had to ignore the feeling of eyes 
boring into the back of his head. 


He took a deep breath. He knew it was time. 
Ignoring Ravioli’s curious meow, Tim picked up the camera. The weight was familiar, but 


not comforting. He stared at it for a moment, rubbing his finger over the dust covered lens, 
and walked towards his front door. 


It was trash day, so his trash cans were already in front of his house. Letting his front 
door slam shut behind him, Tim walked down his driveway, wanting to get it away from him 
as soon as possible. Stepping in front of the black bin, Tim lifted the lid, and spared one last 
glance at the camera. 


Ten years. It was time to stop surviving, and to see if he could thrive. 

Tim threw the camera into the bin and let the lid fall shut. He made his way back towards 
the house and was about to open his front door, when he heard a rustling coming from his side 
gate. Pausing, he raised an eyebrow at the thick brush. It stopped moving, and Tim narrowed 


his eyes. 


It was nothing. 


Tim stepped in his house, and made sure to lock the door behind him before he went back 


to bed. 
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Interview with 


DYLAN SINDELAR 


Interviewer: Pen 


Dylan, being the creator of MLAndersen0, has always been 
someone I’ve admired. Initially, I attempted to interview him 
for Crashtest Magazine, a literary magazine of which I am 
currently Fiction Editor. Eventually, I decided to shift gears and 
make this a solo interview. I believe it’s a rather fruitful one. 


a 


Youre particularly good at writing 
realistic characters, like Jack from your 
new book “The Showers” and Michael 
Andersen from MLAndersen0. How do 
you achieve such rich complexity in 
your characters? 


I think that perspective when telling the 
story is pretty crucial to the «realistic» 
aspect of those characters. MLAndersen 

is a personal vlog, so Michael vents about 
what he is thinking; he is letting you inside 
of his head and showing you his thought 
processes. The Showers is told entirely from 
jack's perspective, so it is very similar. Telling 
the stories in that way helps me as a writer 
because I really have to put myself in their 
heads and keep them internally consistent — 
make them «real» for lack of a better term. 


T also think that, for better or worse, both Jack 
and Michael were heavily influenced by my 
own struggles with interpersonal relationships, 
mental illness, and struggling to find my place 
in the world — that sort of thing. Both of them 
have aspects of me in them which gives the 
writing a more personal touch. 


The Showers explores horror folklorism 
and how horror-themed urban 

legends make their way from person 

to person. Taking that into account, 
how do you feel about the fact that 
several kids have grown up with and 
raised themselves on internet horror 
narratives - the modern urban legends - 
like Creepypasta or the Slenderverse? 


Personally, I love how widespread some of 
these creepypasta and urban legends have 
become. I have always been really into 
folklore, stories of the paranormal, mysteries, 
and all that jazz. So, more content from a 
wider variety of perspectives is a great thing 
in my book. 


As far as being raised on it? That’s a personal 
preference I guess. I think it is a wonderful 
time to be into horror, whether you are a 
creator or just someone interested in seeing 
more. 


As a newly published author, are there 
any tips you have for any prospective 


authors seeking to go into publishing? 
Any insights you've gained from it? 


When it comes to publishing, I still don’t know 
much. I was sought out by DimensionBucket 
after posting the final parts of The Showers 
and they have done almost all of the behind 
the scenes work there. 


As a writer, I would just say that if you want 
to get into publishing or writing, you just need 
to get the work down and get it out there in 
some form. Whether you are submitting to 
publishing houses, sending it to friends, or just 
posting it to Reddit like I did, you just need to 
get your content in front of people because it 
wont do a damn thing if it just sits on your 
hard drive or - even worse - in your head. 


When it came to the fandom 
surrounding MLAndersen0O, was there 
anything about the fandom’s reactions 
or the fandom in general that surprised 
you? 


Tam honestly still shocked that we had any 
sort of fandom at all. The entire experience 
has been a whirlwind that has led to me 
meeting and collaborating with so many 
people that I consider some of my best friends. 
Having supportive people out there who 
genuinely dig your work and want to talk 
about it is just the icing on the cake. From a 
creator's perspective, that is the best feeling in 
the world. 


During those early videos, I remember 

sitting around the computer with Austin and 
frantically reloading the unfiction forums or 
SlenderNation to see what new theories people 
had about our little videos and it bringing 
smiles to both of our faces. If you love 
something, let people know. 


Is there any album or song you find 
yourself returning to for writing 
inspiration? 


Oh, jeez. I don’t think I can even get started 
on this. Iam constantly listening to some kind 
of music, so it is really hard to nail down 
specifics. 

I guess during the filming of MLA I was 
listening to bands that are still some of 

my favorites today (Streetlight Manifesto, 
Silversun Pickups) and others that I will 
always love but are sort of compartmentalized 
and are more or less stuck back in that time 
period and the headspace I was in while 
filming (Bright Eyes, The Mountain Goats). 


I do write to music of all kinds, though. It can 
help shape scenes, stories, characters, concepts. 
Explore as much music as you can! 


Were there any challenges you sought 
to overcome in your revisions of ‘The 
Showers’? Any aspect of the writing 
that came to you easier than you 
expected? 


Revising The Showers was one of the most 
difficult things I think I have done, artistically. 


When it came to the original story, I was an 
entirely different person because I wrote it six 
years ago. Revisiting that was tough. I never 
edited the original story — literally just wrote 
it and posted it over two nights — so there 
was so much to do in the way of reshaping 
the structure to have it make more sense. I 
also wanted to make sure that it did keep that 
original voice, because Jack was a different 
person after five years too and I didn't want to 
lose that. At the same time, I wanted to flesh it 
out a little more while also making sure that 


it was thematically consistent with the newer 


content. There was so much to it. I just had 
to stop myself after probably 150 hours or so 
because it would have never gotten sent to my 


publisher. 


As far as the newer stuff, I was surprised at 
how easily it just sort of flowed right out of 
me. I never anticipated revisiting the story, 
ever. But, after some conversations with a 
friend of mine, I started re-thinking some of 
my old work and we ended up chatting a bit 
about The Showers. I refused to return to it 
unless I thought I had something new to say, 
but I found that voice pretty easily. It was five 
years later for Jack so, just like me, he was 
likely a wildly different person. From there I 
just started writing, paragraphs here or there 
on my laptop or on a google doc or in the 
notes on my phone. After a few weeks it just 
sort of came together. I'm really happy with 
how it turned out in that right. 


Who’s your favorite character you’ve 
ever written or played, and why? 


I would have to say Jack. It is one thing to 
write the progression of a character over 

the course of time. But, I actually had the 
opportunity to age alongside him, to gain 
perspective on things in both of our pasts that 
influenced The Showers and talk about them. 
It was the weird literary equivalent of sitting 
down, grabbing a beer, and catching up with 
an old friend after a long time. It was a really 
interesting experience that I doubt I will have 
again in that specific way. 


Is there anything you try to keep in 
mind when you're writing horror? 


In general (please don’t hate me because I 
know it isn’t true for everyone), I believe that 


it is pretty easy and straightforward to scare 
someone. So, when I’m writing these stories it 
is crucial to me that there is something going 
on alongside the scare. Is this scare helping 
the increasing sense of dread? Is this giving 
some more background information for the 
story? Is this scene developing our characters? 
A scare for the sake of the scare can be nice, 
but I think it is important that the scare has a 
narrative or thematic reason to be there. 


Boo. 


If there was anything you could do over 
again, what would it be? 


The amount of possible responses I have for 
that question is astounding, so I'm just going 
to say «nothing,» because I wouldn't be the 
person that I am today without the sum of all 
of my experiences. 


Although, the first time that the 
EverymanHYBRID boys came out to visit 
Colorado, I knocked out half of one of my 
front teeth while doing something really 
stupid with a guitar. It still gives me issues to 
this day, so I might go back and tell myself 
to stop being a dumbass and put down that 
guitar. 


How long was your cameo as Patrick 
Andersen in EverymanHYBRID’s 
final set of tapes planned? Did it feel 
different portraying him this time 
around? 


It came about fairly recently. The boys 
approached me and asked if I would be 
interested. I said yes. They gave me an idea 
of the points they wanted Patrick to hit in the 
conversation. I took those and worked them 


into Patrick’s voice. Then, I recorded it. 


One thing that was cool about it is that the 
EMH guys know the entirety of the MLA story 
because we all lived together and discussed 
this stuff pretty often. So, they already knew 
what was doable and not doable in terms of 
Patrick/Michael. They know relatively where 
he is at or has been in terms of the storyline, 
so it all came together really easily. 


It was really easy to write the Patrick 
dialogue, I found. I just kind of let my sassy 
side out and got it on paper. But, I was 

super nervous about channeling that sort of 
character again because it has been such a 
long time. When it came time to record, I was 
sitting there with my girlfriend and sort of 
had stagefright. But, I took a deep breath (and 
a couple of shots, if we're being honest) and 
just sort of went for it. The take that made it 
was my first run-through and wasn‘ really 
edited, so you guys be the judges. 


Personally, I was happy with it. When it came 
time to do it — when I really, really needed 
him — Patrick was right there once again 
which I suppose is fitting for the character. 


Lastly: Does portraying a character on 
screen change how you write them? Do 
you find their character changing over 
time naturally without you having to 
write it in? 


I think this ties back to the first question 
about writing complex characters. You have 
to empathize with the characters you write. 
You have to know their thought processes, 
how they think, and you have to be in their 
head. Portraying them on screen isn't super 
different from writing them because either 
way youre going to be asking yourself the 
same questions: 


- What would my character do in this 
situation? 


- How does my character feel about this? 


- How is this going to change the character or 
their story/path? 


If you're already in your character's head, 
then the change does come naturally as youre 
telling the story. 


It’s important to not get lost in their 
headspace, but you definitely should swim 


around in it for a while. 


Artist: Coffee 


Artist: Rouxx 


CONNECTIVE TISSUE 


Writer: Quinn 


Shaun’s parents often address him in the same breath as talking about Michael, as if the 
two are immutably connected, their meaning solely defined by virtue of each not being the 
other. But the parental Andersens could not always retain this facade of equality in front of 
their youngest child. No, Shaun found the documents when he was ten, long after Michael’s 
departure. 


At the time, the words he found staggered him with polysyllabic ambiguity: 
Monochorionic. 

Parasitic. 

Anemic. 

But one phrase unfurled its roots and lodged itself into the squishy whorls of his brain. 


The night of the discovery, little Shaun Andersen ran screaming into his parents’ 
bedroom, tears and terror marring his face the way fresh understanding of horror always 
does. When his mother hushed Shaun, held him close and begged him to explain what was 
wrong, the boy’s answer made the colour flood from her face. 


All too soon, Shaun found himself confronted with yet more walls: walls so staggeringly 
bleached that, to Shaun, the paint served not as a reminder of cleanliness, but of spores and 
fungi and bacteria, swelling into turgid contaminants ready to burrow through his skin and 
pick his bones clean. 


“Twin-to-twin transfusion syndrome,” the therapist reads from her notes. She smiles at 
Shaun, with too many teeth. “Where did we hear such big words, hm?” 


Shaun keeps quiet. In the time since Michael left, the value of silence impressed its 
qualities upon him. The art of disquiet is something everyone knows about, but few possess 
the gall to produce. Shaun maintains fixed eye contact with the therapist, while revelling 
in the security offered by his glasses. There’s a plastic quality to her dimples: an artificial 
construction of pleasantry that only a child could see through. 


She doesn't care about you. 


Shaun believes there’s relief for both of them when the light goes out of her eyes. 


“Tt’s okay, Shaun,” the therapist says. Her voice quavers noticeably. “I think you're a very 
smart boy. You'd like me to tell you the truth, wouldn't you?” 


I think you want to tell me the truth and not have to deal with me, Shaun thinks. The 
therapist continues on regardless: 


“Sometimes, when people have babies, things can go wrong. The baby might come out 
sick, or a bit different.” 


The therapist watches him for a response. Shaun tries his best not to blink. Her mouth 
twitches. 


“When a mom has a baby inside, the baby gets their food from an organ called the 
placenta. It’s kind of like a phone charger — it gets plugged in to the wall of the mommy’s 
tummy, and when she eats, nutrients from the food are transferred to the baby. These 
nutrients are transferred by blood. Do you understand?” 


Youre talking to me like I’m an idiot. This doesn‘ feel professional at all, is what Shaun 
Andersen understands. How old does she think I am? 


“With twins, sometimes they share one placenta, instead of having one each. And 
sometimes, blood gets passed between the twins.” Her face creases, like she’s recalling 
something unpleasant. “This can mean that one twin doesn’t get enough blood — they’re 
called the ‘donor’ twin — and the other gets too much blood, making them the ‘recipient’ 
twin.” 


The therapist actually looks away before going on, and Shaun is sure it has more to do 
with practiced decency than genuine upset. 


“Michael received the blood your other brother didn’t get.” 


It sounds like she’s reading from a script. Maybe she prepared this. Wanted to scare me and 
take me off guard so she can get into my head. I’m not going to say a damn thing. Fuck her. 


“Tm sorry you had to find out the way you did, Shaun.” The therapist’s mouth twists in a 
grim approximation of sympathy. “But it’s just a fact of life.” 


A fact of life that Michael devoured his twin in the womb. 


It’s only now that he’s in some lightless attic, face-down on the floor with his skin 
prickled against the cold, that this wash of memories coats Shaun with their accusatory 


foam. There’s a peculiar, pickling scent prodding at his gag reflex; this room reeks of mold 
and misery. It’s as if the air itself is frothing from an unseen mouth. For Shaun, this triggers 
a memory encased in nausea. A taste identical to the sour pills the therapist gave him that 
day spills onto his palate: anti-anxiety medication. 


Shaun vomited the first batch he took, so he ceased taking them all together. Instead, he 
replaced each pill in his medication box with chalky, pastel candy, and made a big show of 
swallowing one in the morning and one in the evening. 


He’s just like Michael, really. As long as there are witnesses, he’ll put on a show. 


Splinters impale the meat of Shaun’s mouth, and sawdust cakes his tongue. He hacks 
and coughs, and writhes on the floor. His knees manage to find purchase in the gloom, but 
his muscles tremble and quiver with the effort of kneeling. He’s been bashed and bruised, 
dragged carelessly and tossed aside like a used rag. Tenderised meat before the slaughter. 


And Michael's going to be the same. 


Shaun’s breath pulses out in panicked bursts. He can just about see his exhalations 
curling away in the freezing cold. No, he can't be this weak — he must shove it back, quash 
the feeling. He’s worth more than this. If he goes back on the things he said to Michael now 
— horrible, hateful things — then he'll never be able to live with himself. 


So Shaun breathes steadily, working his way around the anxiety attack the way his 
therapist never showed him. As his heart rate steadies and adrenaline drops, all that energy 
and fear circumvents his guts, and heads a frontal assault on his brain. This leads to a 
conclusion burning through his mind with perfect clarity: 


This is all Michael’s fault. 


Shaun never knew the name for whatever disease ravaged his brother’s mind. Not that 
he ever asked. The less he knew about Michael’s... abnormalities, the better. He remembers 
phrasing it that way to his parents, when he finally said no to another trip to see the 
remains of their estranged son. 


Each week flowed the same way: stilted conversation between siblings, and pained 
platitudes from their parents. All meaningless little words of encouragement deliberately 
skipping over the elephant in the room — or, rather, the room containing the elephant, with 
its queasy walls and claustrophobic bars on the windows. No one in there ever used words 
like crazy or sick — in fact, they gave you a sheet of words to refrain from using when in the 
presence of the patients. All the relatives and guests of the inmates were expected to behave 
in this fashion. 


This nauseated Shaun. He knew his brother was still in there. 


And he knew better than anyone how Michael liked to play his little games. 


Regardless, Shaun tried his best to make Michael talk, and find something recognisable 
in the muddy depths of his eyes. But every visit, the dark deepened. No matter how many 
toys he tried to share, no matter how many stories he'd try to tell, and no matter how many 
times he affirmed to Michael that they were best friends and one day he'd get out of the 
hospital so they could play again... he stayed the same. 


The final straw comes one dismal, rainy Friday afternoon. Shaun and his dad sit next to 
each other, opposite Michael with a table acting as barrier between them, saying nothing. 
An aide took them both aside before they entered the main facility, and explained that 
Michael is being trialed on another type of medication. The visit is going as miserably as the 
weather foretold. 


Michael looks barely human. Something is altered in the familiar shape of his body, 
like a bent coat hanger hastily reformed into an approximation of its original structure. 
The older Andersen brother slumps back in his chair, his skin several shades whiter than 
the wall behind him. His mouth is cracked with dehydration, and his hair is tangled 
with sleeplessness and grease. But worst of all are his eyes. They sit listless and devoid of 
comprehension, with blank pupils gazing aimlessly at his family, through them, and beyond 
them. A candle snuffed out before shrinkage of the wick. 


Shaun remembers the emptiness of his therapist’s eyes. The glee in outwitting her. The 
pleasure of looking into those sad, brown depths. 


There is no joy in peering into Michael’s skull. 

Without warning, Shaun’s temper seizes him with all the ferocity a young boy’s 
hormones could. He slams his clenched fist down on the table, rattling metal. All 
conversation in the room ceases, a veil of corpselike silence. 


Michael, however, doesn't react. He doesn’t even acknowledge the sound. 


The words jump from Shaun's mouth like oil from a sizzling pan, murderous in their 
venom. 


“You're such a freak.” 

Before the aids can reach him, Shaun's dad grabs him by the shoulder and yanks him 
out of the room, into the hallway. Shaun can tell he’s furious, but there’s so much anger 
pumping through his blood that he just doesn't care. He needs to do something, anything, to 


puncture the film over Michael’s eyes. Anything to make him so much as flinch. 


But Michael remains unaffected. 


As expected, the facility removes them both immediately, and Shaun is given a one- 
month visitation ban. This doesn't bother Shaun in the slightest — in fact, he feels victorious, 
and righteous in his fury. There’s no way he’s coming back. Not this time. Michael 
squandered his last chance. 


Even so, he'll never forget his last view of that room, before his father pulls him away. 
Tears spilling freely down Michael’s stony face. 


From then on, the pre-trip talk with his parents is a minefield to navigate. They try so 
hard to make everything light and cheery, to speak about Michael like he’s still a part of 
their family, but Shaun overhears them speaking about their visits when they think he’s not 
listening. Now, more often than not, Michael’s arms are bound throughout their visits. Other 
times, they're only able to converse with their son from behind a pane of tough glass. 


Sometimes, they came home early. 


‘Oh, Mikey’s feeling a touch under the weather today, their mother chirps. “But he says 
he misses you lots and lots!’ 


Her happy tone belies the true quality of their visit. It doesn’t matter. Shaun never asks 
for further details. Eventually, Shaun is old enough that his moods are ascribed to the 
terrors of puberty, and he is left to his own devices. 


In retrospect, the seven years between Shaun’s Michael-detox and their first meeting as 
adults seems superfluous. The difference the years wrought upon Michael shocked Shaun. 
Where once there existed a timid, chubby little kid with the brightest of smiles, now stood 
a gangly, hollow-looking man, with eyes like pits of coal. Though the corners of Michael’s 
mouth upturn upon seeing him, Shaun doesn't register any wamth. 


Somehow, this infuriates Shaun more than his brother’s tears ever could. He’d always 
assumed that even though his brother is older, Michael would remain the same size — 
adulthood somehow being barred for the mentally ill. Resentment boils away in Shaun’s 
stomach seeing how much taller his brother is, how clean-cut his features are. But this isn't 


the thing which incenses Shaun the most. 


It’s that, in those eyes, those chasmic clefts gouged out in his pale flesh, Shaun saw quiet 
patience. 


Intelligence. 
Forgiveness. 


Just the mere hint of any kind of pity from his brother makes Shaun’s thoughts curdle 


with rage. How dare he be okay? He's supposed to be sick! Isn't that the whole reason why he got 
locked up in the first place? 


Shaun knows these are irrational and angry thoughts, but would rather cut out his own 
tongue than internalise them as ‘unfair’. He slaved away the better part of his life playing 
second fiddle to his parents’ worry and concern, always visiting Michael, paying more 
attention to Michael... all while their favourite son plays the part of a theatre dummy. 


So Shaun makes the decision there and then. He is under no obligation to take 
care of this man forced upon him by blood — but he will. He will be the most selfless, 
compassionate human being his brother has ever seen. 


Then they'll see who has the right to forgive. 


The walls of the attic Shaun can’t see feel like they're closing in on his aching body, 
dragging themselves closer with hidden, noiseless claws. If you hadn’t lied about seeing the 
Tall Man, he wouldn't be as sick as he is, his thoughts hiss, and he thinks that the walls are 
growing mouths and speaking to him, indicting him, readying to pluck his head from his 
shoulders and smack it on a pike. 


Yet, as his fear increases, tiny increments of light make themselves known in Shaun’s 
vision. Eventually, he’s able to zero in on a shape just out of each — something large and 
mostly crimson, with a long curved blade extending from its middle. Sickly, distended panic 
courses through Shaun like a white-hot fever when he recognises the shape. 


It’s a fucking chainsaw. 


The enormity of the situation crashes into his nervous system. He’s being laid out, 
prepped and ready for consumption. Oh God, he drugged me to tie me down and cut me open, 
and then he’s gonna go find Michael and do the same thing- 


Keep it together! Express some reticence, for fuck’s sake. You're not going to break down. You're 
not going to give in. Michael’s the one who hurt you, kept hurting you, all this time. Without 
him, you would have a real family. A home. A future. Not biting the dust spilled on some dank 
basement. 


The attic betrays nothing but the acrid stench of death. People have died here. People 
have been tied up and carved open like autopsy specimens, all for the gain of their sadistic 
owner. Shaun, despite his terror, continues to squint at the weapon. 


Youre about to bite the dust anyway... 


When Shaun sees the blood staining the steel, he screams. 


Another flashbulb memory comes searing into his head: his brother’s wafer-thin form 
keeling over in the snow. That chokehold of panic throws Shaun into immediate action, 
forcing him to run and cradle the body of his brother. He’s so desperate and terrified, not 
knowing if this is really Michael, what this body could be capable of... 


And yet Shaun grabs hold anyway, all grudges suddenly forgotten, and oh fuck it must 
be Patrick, because his nose is bleeding and his limbs are as heavy and wet as the white 
beneath their boots. Shaun hauls him the best he can, inwardly cursing his lack of strength, 
and as he drags Patrick over to the frozen table he can only pray his mental fortitude is 
made of stronger stuff. 


“T came here to apologise.” 
“Really,” 


The sarcasm pours out of Shaun without a second thought, so heated it almost scorches 
the icy air. But there’s no way he could ever dam this wave of fury. 


‘There's still a lot you don’t know...’ 


It takes everything Shaun has to not to let his poker face flicker, but the rage beneath 
makes him want to seize Patrick by his lapels and bash him against a wall. How dare he. 
This freakshow of a bodysnatcher can't even keep his brother’s body alive and well long 
enough to stand up while having a conversation, and yet has the nerve to patronise him? 


Shaun hears, ‘I’m sorry for Stormy’ as if from the other end of a tunnel. All that’s brewing 
in his head is the conundrum sitting in front of him. Two personalities, one body. They're 
interchangeable now, one and the same. Twice the twin, half the skeleton. Michael, playing 
patient zero to a contagion which wrecks and wrings until bloodied flesh is all that’s left 
behind. Patrick, a disease forged in the womb and soaked into the being of a boy who could 
have been something different. 


Should have been. 
Never will be. 
No one could reconcile the two but Shaun. 


So it must be a sickness, an illness, a disease. And everything bad that ever comes from 
sweet Michael’s mouth is a result of his condition. 


If that’s the case, is it so awful to want to be as far away from them — from him — as possible, 
whoever — and whatever — he is? 


Patrick is only sharing the broken-down condo which remains of his brother’s body. 
Taking back his stolen property. 


And where does that leave Shaun? 
As the unspoken martyr, of course. 


There's only so much room in my head for bullshit, Shaun seethes. I’m not going to live my 
life cleaning up after him — not for Michael or Patrick. 


And that’s it - that’s the one thing that people never let him have. The realisation which 
hits upon their return to the motel, where Michael cowers beneath the words spat from 
Shaun’s molten mouth. He always possessed a thought process blessed by rapidity, but a 
tongue cursed to be silver. Shaun is nothing but a host to a panoply of pain as essential to 
him as his own veins. 


As essential as the blood flowing between Michael, and the brother he never met. 


When Shaun storms out into the cold, determined to be somewhere, anywhere that puts 
great distance between him and the entity Michael/Patrick Andersen, he feels the full force 
of the Virus, nesting, breeding, multiplying beneath his skin. There’s no room for guilt and 
worry and pain — just the cure. 


To never be near his brother again. 


When Shaun saw Patrick’s nose bleeding, he had to swallow back bile. He knew in an 
instant that their brother never left, not really. Once, connective tissue held the bonds of 
their brotherhood fast. The transfusion continues. The real question is — who is the donor, 
and who is the recipient? 


Even his own family emphasised the importance of their blood-bond, unable to 
comprehend Shaun’s behaviour. 


“He’s your brother, Shaun, and he needs your help,” his mom tells him one night, barely 
holding back the tears. “I know he can be difficult to deal with, but this isn’t his fault. He 
didn’t ask to be sick.” 


And Patrick didn’t ask to die, Shaun wants to scream. No one blames Michael for 
cannibalism, do they? 


Now he’s facedown in the wood, sawdust clinging to the hot streaks his tears leave 
behind, and that mortifying image which plagues his nightmares comes looming large from 
the recesses of his mind; two twin boys, floating without care in a shared amniotic sac, their 
umbilical cords respectively attached to the same fleshy hunk in lieu of a beating heart. 


Shaun feels like his foetal never-brother. Severed. Shrink-wrapped in his own sac, the 
very thing keeping him alive. And then eventually swallowed whole. 


It’s time for Shaun to cut the cord for good. 
Why couldn't you just be normal? The tears start for real now, fat and salty and rolling 
down Shaun’s face in a tempest. His internal monologue is louder now, drowning out the 


background noise of his softer (yet much more insidious) conscience. 


Stormy would still be here if you weren't so fucked up... I could have had a normal life if it 
werent for you... 


There's no time left for forgiveness. Because of Michael... Patrick... because Shaun 
willingly exposed himself to this pathogen again and again, he is going to die here, in this 
glacial attic, with no one around to know or care. 

But, as the lights are turned off, and a dark, unfamiliar laughter fills his every sense, 

a set of horrid thoughts riot in the screeching crowd of his brain; the thoughts that could 
never quite be buried. 


Michael didn’t know what he was doing... Michael didn’t know what he consumed... 


Shaun once made the mistake of asking his mom what his other brother was going to be 
called. 


No-one ever asks to be infected. 


Shaun’s eyes shut against the darkness for the last time. 


“T always liked the name Patrick.” 
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TROUBLE IN THE LIBRARY 


Writer: Andrew R. 


Milo woke up at exactly 7 AM on a Saturday morning, struggling to remember exactly 
what it was that he dreamed of. He took that as a sign that, for once, he had a good nights 
rest devoid of any nightmares. Milo sat up in his bed, and scanned the room for what felt 
like a good ten minutes just making sure that no monsters were in sight anywhere. He 
wanted today to be perfect. A day for him to rest. 


Milo made his way out of bed, and looked through his dresser for a set of clean clothes. 
Finally, after finding something he actually liked, he got dressed, and made his way to his 
door. But he stopped. He stopped right in front of his door. He didn’t want to speak to his 
mother today. Not after... 


What happened yesterday wasn't important. What mattered was that he didn’t want to 
even look at her. He didn’t want to hear her, he didn’t want to see her, he didn’t even want to 
think about her. At the moment, only a crimson hot rage filled his heart when her name was 
just as much as brought up. Milo remembered that John, who he now knew as some friend 
of his real father who his mom picked up one late summers night, didn’t even know the 
details on the reason why Milo was so upset with her. Well. He had every reason to be but 
this just went a little overboard. 


The point was, Milo didn’t want to see his mother. Easy. He'd just avoid her. If she tries 
speaking to him, he'll just ignore her. He took a deep breath, and turned the doorknob, 
opening the bedroom door in front of him, jumping slightly when it hit the wall and made 
a semi-loud knocking sound. Trying his best to be light on his feet, he walked down the 
hallway. He saw two doors, one of which leading into his mother’s room, and a door leading 
into the guest bedroom. He grimaced at the sight of the entrance to his mother’s room, and 
trudged quickly down the hall, past the guest bedroom, and past his mother’s room. 


“T don’t want to talk to you today” he rehearsed a hundred times in his head. “So just 
leave me alone’. 


He'd, of course, never say this to his mother. Who knows what kind of ungodly 
consequence would stem from that. His journal getting taken away, a light (or not so light) 
slap to the face... He could only imagine what would happen. So he rarely back-talked to 
his mother, let alone argue. Her word seemed to be final. As it was, always. That frustrated 
him. It frustrated him beyond belief, but there was nothing that he could do about it. He 
kept thinking about everything and nothing all at once, moving down the stairs to the 
living room, nearly tripping over his own two feet, as to which he shrugged off as losing his 


balance, as just spacing out too hard and forgetting that a step were there was quite normal 
for him (he was a great thinker, but sometimes he would get too caught up in his thoughts. 
He noted that he needed to work on that.). 


As Milo made his way, carefully and doubtfully into the kitchen, he was relieved to 
see that no one was in there. Not even John, which, he saw as slightly peculiar. It was early 
morning, after all. Normally, he'd be sitting at the table drinking his coffee, and he'd greet 
Milo with a “Good morning, champ” or a “How did you sleep?”. But as Milo looked at the 
kitchen table, he saw no one. The fact unsettled Milo, but he tried to see reason. 


“Maybe he left for work early” he said, quietly, in case his mother was still home. 
And that was that. He hadn't spoken the rest of the morning after that. After he had eaten 
something, he was out the door. Main mission today: go to the library and relax. It was 
easier said than done, with figures dancing behind the trees as he rode his bike to his place 
of sanctuary. They never seemed to bother him there, so, of course, he took advantage of 
this, going to the library whenever possible. 


At least. That’s what he thought. 


As Milo arrived at the library, he exhaled a sigh of relief as all the shadows and 
monsters following and dancing around him halted their quest to harm him as he walked 
up the steps of the main entrance. It was a fairly large library, huge even. He worked there 
once and saw no difficulty with these problems he had so much trouble with. He had finally 
arrived at his sanctuary. His place of rest. And when he made his way inside, he felt all the 
more relaxed. He hummed, walking up to the various shelves in the large building, picking 
carefully what books he was going to read. Books of various genres made a pile on a nearby 
table, Milo grinning pridefully because part of him knew he was fully capable of getting 
some rest in today. After all, why shouldn't he be prideful? He made it to the building that 
made him feel safest. He even ignored the feeling of staring eyes burning into the back of 
his skull. 


The feeling of being watched. 


Horror, more horror, fantasy, sci-fi, some graphic novels. All piled up on a nearby table. 
He, of course, wasn't going to read all of this in one day. He was going to take some of the 
books home, check out the others. It'd be impossible to read it all in one day. But, that didn’t 
matter. What did matter, was that Milo was looking forward to his nice, relaxing day in the 
library. 


And then, the lights flickered above him, and just as suddenly as they flickered, the 
power went out. This puzzled Milo. He could’ve sworn today was a nice, clear, cloudless day, 
void of any rain or storming, any thunder and lightning. He was convinced that something 
was wrong. No, he knew something was wrong. But how could it be? He was safe here, he 


was untouchable in his sanctuary, invincible. And suddenly, in the corner of his eye. He saw 
it. 
He saw the many armed monster he had seen before, so many times before. 


His nightmares played over and over in his head. He could run, yes, but no that 
wouldn't work out in his favor. There were so many bookcases around and piles of books on 
the floor, he’d surely trip and fall. He could just sit still and deal with the fears enveloping 
him, but he really didn’t feel like being taken today, or any day for that matter. 


So what other choice did he have? 


Milo’s legs spoke for him, as he stood up, and started backing away and into a bookcase 
behind him, his heart racing a mile a minute. He didn't even know if the adrenaline that 
pumped through him would be enough to get away from the monster. But his body didn't 
care by the looks of it. He had to get away, he HAD to. This could be the day he meets his 
end. And he was not going out without a fight. Before he knew it, he was sprinting away, 
flying down the library stairs while the monster followed him. He had to get away, he had 
to get away. Where would he go if he left the library? Home? The woods? He didn’t know, 
but nothing was stopping him. As he met the door, he realized it was locked. The damn beast 
remembered to lock him in. He had no clue what to do in the situation. 


And then he remembered the back door. The back door was never locked. But he ran 
into one problem. The door was the other way, on the other side of the library. And the 
monster was behind him, he could feel it. As fast as he had ran before, he had sprinted in the 
direction of the back door. And when he discovered it was open, he swung the door open, 
and ran out. But as soon as he had made his way out, his vision had flickered. 


He was now laying in bed. And as he sat up and looked around, he wanted to think that 
everything that had just happened was a dream. That nothing ever happened. As soon as he 
saw the color of his clothing, Milo had realized that, in some extraordinary circumstance, 
he was brought home. Milo put a hand on his journal, and, for a second, considered writing 
the events of the day down. But as soon as he did, his mother knocked on his door. 


And with a sigh, he stood up. 


And he opened the dreadful, dreadful door. 
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CONFRONTATION 


by Pen 


In the eternal twilight of his Eden, Doctor James Corenthal waits with a gun. 


The Man’s been getting bolder lately. It prowls at the border sometimes, tentacles lashing 
the air. Corenthal’s eyes are focused on the woods. It’s in the woods that the Man dwells. 
It’s in the woods where his children wander off and get lost. He settled here for a reason; he 
knows that Man loves playing this game. 


His children, however... He knows that they’re going through their current iteration right 
now; he prays they are safe, as it’s the least he can manage. A father always watches over 
his children, he reckons. He desperately wishes he could see Vincent and the others again. 
Yet he has to stay here, he has to protect the few children left here - Alex, Steph, Linnie. 


They're safe in his Eden, he reassures himself, they're loved. 


Something tells him that “safe” part isn’t entirely true. He tenses up a little, still standing 
at the borders. Still waiting for something to creep in. The Rake, the Man, or all manner of 
other insidious creatures, things waiting to come in and snatch up the children here.. 


The HABIT enters. He stalks from the trees, wearing a face that makes Corenthal wince. 
Evan. The idea of seeing Evan fully-grown in any other circumstances brought tears to 
his eyes. It’s a luxury he is not afforded currently as the HABIT strides up to the border. 
“DAMNED DOCTOR, HABIT clicks, “HOW IS YOUR WIFE?” 


Corenthal summons all his willpower and refuses to show the monster before him any 
sign that his words had cut deep. The HABIT knows damn well what happened to Maryann. 
Corenthal does not reply. 

“LOST YOUR TONGUE, DOCTOR? HM? WE’LL MOVE ON, THEN” 

“Cut to the chase.” 

His voice is dispassionate, Corenthal’s grip on the gun tightening as the words leave his 
mouth. He wars silently with the little part of himself that says Evan’s still in there, Evan’s 


still around. He needs to put the bleeding-heart further aside and let the Doctor take control. 


Corenthal slips into the submissive role with ease, pointing the gun at HABIT. 


“YOU WOULDN’T DARE SHOOT AT YOUR SON. ESPECIALLY HERE, IN THE EDEN” 
“Try me.” 


The HABIT’s face scrunches up, eyes flaring purple as it lets out an odd combination 
of a snarl and a laugh. “YOU ALWAYS WERE TOO CARING FOR YOUR OWN GOOD, 
CORENTHAL?” It grinned. “NOW. DOWN TO BUSINESS. ?M GOING TO NEED YOUR 
‘CHILDREN, DOCTOR. AND I’M GOING TO NEED THEM SOON” 


“No?” 
“THESE KINDS OF SITUATIONS... LET’S SAY THEY REQUIRE A BIT OF TACT. I NEED 
YOUR CHILDREN - LINNIE, STEPH, AND ALEX - AND YOU NEED TO KEEP YOUR EDEN 


SAFE FROM STICK IN THE MUD. I’M NOT IN THE BUSINESS OF PLAYING GAMES, 
DOCTOR, NOT NOW AT LEAST. ?'M IN THE BUSINESS OF TRANSACTIONS,” 


“How do I know you won’t drag my children into your realm, like you did with Jeffrey?” 

The HABIT’s mouth curls up into a smile with too much teeth. 

“SOMETIMES, CORENTHAL, YOU NEED TO THROW A DOG A BONE. THE RAKE 
CAN GROW IMPATIENT, AND I HAVE TO KEEP ALL MY ALLIES SATIATED. SURE, I 
MIGHT KEEP STEPHANIE FOR MYSELF. SHE WAS LOTS OF FUN TO PLAY WITH. BUT 
LINNIE AND ALEX...’ 

It pauses, for effect. 

“DEAR LINNIE AND ALEX MUST GO TO PLAY WITH THE RAKE. MAYBE IT 
MIGHT EVEN LEAVE A SCRAP OR TWO OF THEM BEHIND FOR YOU TO BURY, IF YOU 
COOPERATE.” 

Corenthal’s eyes narrow. 

“HABIT?” 

“YES?” 


“What makes you think I will ever hand another one of my children over to you?” 


The HABIT shakes with quiet laughter. “YOU’VE ALWAYS BEEN A FUN ONE, 
CORENTHAL. ALWAYS SO ENIGMATIC, YET I CAN READ YOU LIKE A BOOK.” 


“What do I get out of handing them over to you, HABIT? There is nothing in this that 
benefits me, or their continued health” 


“HOW ABOUT THIS. IF YOU DO IT, PLL LET YOU IN ON MY PLANS, PLL TELL YOU 
INFORMATION THAT COULD BE THE END OF OUR MUTUAL PROBLEM’ 


“T shouldn’t trust you. You’re a snake” “TELL THAT TO VINCENT. HE’S BEEN 
LEADING THE OTHERS ON FOR YEARS. HELL, THEY STILL THINK HE’S THE 
GUARDIAN, AND THAT’S BECAUSE HE MADE THEM THINK THAT? 


The HABIT hones in on the small wince Corenthal makes, the tightened grip on his 
revolver, the firm look to his eye. He’d struck a nerve. He presses further, leaning in close to 
the old man. 


Corenthal speaks evenly: “Do you think I don’t know what you’ve done to my son, all of 
these years?” 


“BOLD OF YOU TO ASSUME IT’S ME TURNING VINCENT INTO WHAT HE IS, AND 
NOT HIM DOING IT ALL ON HIS OWN. I DON’T EVEN HAVE TO THREATEN HIM 
ANYMORE, CORENTHAL. ALL I HAVE TO DO IS DANGLE THAT TEASING LITTLE 
PRIZE ABOVE HIS HEAD, THAT DRIVE FOR ANSWERS, AND HE’S WILLING TO 
THROW HIS FRIENDS TO THE WOLVES TO GET MORE.” 


“Reminds me of the company you keep. The Andersen boy.’ 

“AN APT COMPARISON. SEE YOU HAVEN’T LOST YOUR WIT YET, DOCTOR. 
COMPARING YOUR SURROGATE SON TO AN ENTITY THAT COULD BE GENEROUSLY 
DESCRIBED AS COWARDLY AT BEST, THOUGH... HOW COLD OF YOU? 


“Tam trying my best to steer him onto the right path. A path that could bring an end to 
all of this.’ 


“YOU KNOW AS SOON AS HE FINDS THE NORTH STAR, IT’S ALL DOWNHILL FROM 
THERE.” 


“T trust in him. I know he’ll do the right thing, if he listens to himself, if he listens to me.”” 


“IF. NOT WHEN, NOT WHERE. IF. EVEN YOU HAVE YOUR DOUBTS, YOUR FEARS. 
YOU'RE AFRAID VINNIE’S STUCK IN HIS HOLE FOREVER, WITH NO WAY OUT? 


“T want them all to be free of this pain that you and the Tall Man put him through” 
“AND I WANT CHANGE, CORENTHAL. I WANT PROGRESS. I WANT ACTION” 


“... You’ve come to bargain a few of my children out of my grasp, but it appears I might 
be bargaining for myself instead. I don’t need your play-by-play on your plans, HABIT. As 


much as you like to think otherwise, you're still the same boy who ripped apart a warren of 
rabbits under my care.’ 


The HABIT bares its teeth. When it speaks, it speaks in a tone so cold and acrid and 
unlike anything he’s ever said that Corenthal flinches back. 


“You really think you can save Vincent? He’s the Voyeur, bitch. He’s already been the 
death of Alex, of Jeff, of all the rest this time around. He is not your son, he is not your noble 
Guardian like he’s deluding the viewers of the channel into thinking. He’s YOU, Corenthal. 
The martyr for a horrible cause. He’s a dead man walking. You know there’s no way you can 
save him from this, Corenthal, because while you may have been able to get yourself out of 
this alive, he never has and never will. He’s a mobius loop of misery, Corenthal. Whether in 
Princeton or in Fairmount, all roads lead down the same path for him.” 


“When he fucks up, Corenthal, when he dies, I want you to know he made himself my bitch 
in return for answers. I want you to know he guilt-tripped his friends, he left Jeffrey for dead, 
he left the cameras and lied about it, he withheld and manipulated and stood by while others 
suffered for his mistakes. I want you to know he became just as much of a monster as me or 
Patrick, he gave up every trace of that emotion that defines humanity, in return for one very 
simple thing. Knowledge.” 


“And there is nothing you can do about it, Doctor james Corenthal, you’re going to watch 
him and Evan waste away, you're going to know you did too little too late, and they'll all be 
dead in neat little pools of blood just like your damned wife.” 

The HABIT is snarling now, spitting the words into Corenthal’s face. 

Then it pulls back, it slicks back his hair, it smiles. 

“Understand?” 

Corenthal’s emotions overwhelm him. His hands shake with deep contempt, his teeth 
grind together. He shoots. The bullet sinks into the HABIT’s shoulder, red blossoming on its 
shirt. 

It laughs. “YOU THINK THAT WILL HURT ME?” 

Corenthal cocks the gun and pulls it up, showing the distinctive insignia seared into 
the gun’s handle, glittering in the night. It didn’t take a genius to realize exactly what was 
seared there. 


“You think killing a god-demon counts as a violation of the Hippocratic Oath?” 


The HABIT stares at Corenthal with wide eyes, blood beginning to flow from its mouth 


as it collpases. Evan’s eyes — HABIT’s eyes, Corenthal reminds himself — shine with a fierce 
array of emotions; deep rage, fear, sadness, all flashing across its eyes. 


“YOU CAN’T KILL ME, CORENTHAL, NOT EVEN WITH THE NORTH STAR. PLL 
ALWAYS EXIST AS MANKIND’S BAD HABIT’ 


“See, HABIT.. If this thing can put down the Tall Man, what do you think it’ll do to you?” 


The HABIT hacks up a pool of blood before looking up and spitting a gob of blood at the 
Doctor. 


“YOU HAVE THE FUCKING AUDACITY TO DO THIS TO ME?” 


Corenthal briefly thinks: what irony, that the being who decried the “fuck you” from 
Jeffrey's mouth is now spitting expletives at me when his own life is fading away. 


“As soon as I put you down, I’m going to do what I should have done a long time ago. I’m 
going to find the Tall Man, I’m going to give him a little dose of lead medicine,’ Corenthal 
cocks the gun again, “and I’m going to save my fucking children.” 


“And then, at last, this will be over.” 


Corenthal aims the gun. He takes a deep breath, eyes trained on the being below him. 


He murmurs an apology like a litany as he opens fire. 


Is the 


Writer: Kyle S. 


So this is odd to write. It is a simple 
question with a world of answers to be 
had from it. What exactly does it mean 

to leave the slenderverse in good hands? 
Well, most of my articles show off the 

less known yet more recent series to the 
universe. Ranging from good, to poor 
impersonation. fter weeks of endlessly 
watching, reading, and absorbing the 
media that is the Slenderverse, I still do 
not have an answer to anything. For weeks 
I have been Alex Kralie, spending hours 
obsessively watching videos searching for 
the tall man in an effort to find meaning 
and connection. I have discovered the Fear 
mythos, the Architect mythos, and various 
other stand-alone projects. 


However is the Slenderverse gonna 
continue? Sadly, I do think that things 
will drastically slow to a near crawl and 
maybe stop for a little bit. The giants have 
come and fallen, and the dust has settled. 
Yet can it come back? Definitely. Here 

is my reasoning. The other mythos that 
borrow from the slenderverse are still 
going strong to this day. The Fear mythos 
is alive still, the Architect mythos has 
room to grow and change. Stand-alone 
projects from the Mythos still pop up 

and involve Mr. Suite and tie. Just simply 
mentioning Slenderman keeps his mythos 


alive and growing. A lot of the problems 
do, sadly, come from within the mythos 
nowadays. This falls into things like people 
with little drive create and abandoning 
their projects, children constantly create 
uninspired knock offs and the community 
has been having a lot of problems with 

the bigger guys in the mythos. All of this 
is seen from my personal experience. 
Without going into details, an Arkn 
mythos and a Slenderverse creator got into 
some stuff and it killed my personal view 
on some of the bigger guys in the mythos. 
As well as the end of one of the longest 
running series being sort of lackluster 
despite all of the build up and waiting 
that fans had to do. Again that hurt my 
personal opinion on this. 


So? Does that mean the Slenderverse can 
survive? Yes, the smaller creators who are 
way more open and way more willing to 
let anyone create will keep the Slender 
mythos alive for a while. Pavel Hall is one 
of the best examples I have at this moment. 
Pavel Hall has a real cinematic look to 

its style and presentation. It changes the 
formula. It changed the usual first person, 
shaky camera, low quality sort of work. 
Now, being low budget and POV isn’t a bad 
thing, a lot of people can work with it; 

in fact I do for my work. However it is a 


breath of fresh air is to see the cinematics 
the slenderverse can follow. More 
specifically the Fear mythos. The fact that 
this project is within a different mythos 
lends to itself. The Slenderman has a 
personality in this world, goals, ambitions. 
He became a character. Something far 
more than the usual tree thing that just 
stands there in the corner and desperately 
hope it does not take in any extra calories 
from breathing in the air around it. The 
proxies mean something further than just 
people in masks; the stories held within 
have a clear conclusion planned to the 
stories and can usually deliver well. There 
are more entities that are interesting and 
scary to see be brought to life with the tall 
man and his world that he is a part of. I 
feel like this is the best way to really do 
the slenderman nowadays. 


I know what you are thinking at this 
moment. “Did this idiot say that the 
Slenderman should just be a character in 
the SLENDERverse?” Yes actually. He is 
not a character. He is a plot device. 

He represents things, he is a reason to 
record. In all actuality it should be more of 
a thing in the world more. Doing the same 
thing all the time gets super repetitive. To 
a point where most series feel like carbon 
copies of one another, the same stuff 
looping in an endless cycle of repetition. 


Think about the slenderverse. What does 
it really mean to be a Slenderman Series? 
Well obviously it is to have Slenderman 
creeping in the background of your family 
vacation videos. That seems to be it and 
that seems to be what people strive for 
when creating. Sometimes it seems like 


people will do the bare minimum and call 
it good. I personally feel like changing 
that will really reshape the Slenderverse 
as a medium. Instead of just compositing 
Slendy into a video to be the minimum we 
should push harder to reshape things into 
being focused on the Why? Slenderman 
obviously has goal but why does he have 
said goals? Is he a bad guy? Is he a good 
guy? Does he need to go to the store and 
forgot his twenty dollars so he has to 
borrow some? Personally I feel this is how 
the Slenderverse can stay fresh and alive. 
Develop the Slenderman into a creature (or 
creatures) with goals that could all line up. 
Every series sets him on the path to want 
to rule the world and take over, yet no one 
has really committed to him succeeding or 
getting close to it. 


In all honesty I feel like the Slenderverse 
will survive. Especially if they start to 
develop the Slenderman’s goals further. 
Will he take over the world? Why is he 
going after a teen alone in their room? 
Does he need to borrow twenty dollars 
from us? Is he an IRS agent looking to 
bust down tax evasion??? If we truly focus 
more on these kinds of questions we will 
basically be set to give some new life into 
the Mythos. At the end of the day a new 
monster to add won't hurt either. 


All in all the slenderverse can come back 
and can grow again. Hopefully one day 
it will rise and reform as the community 
it used to be back in the early 2010s and I 
can't wait to see just how quickly it will 
grow. 
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